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Street, Number 14 Everything seemed quiet The Germans at the University did not show up. Then, hand grenades were dropped into the yard Someone yelled A woman fell, shrieking. We saw some men running through Browama down toward the University* We began shooting. Sparrow lolled one. Stach killed two. Sparrow left the gateway we were standing in and ran to the screaming woman I followed him. Everything was on fire. People were running with buckets of water. Then, as we reached the woman, another grenade came down right near us. Sparrow groaned. He staggered He pressed his hands to his side, and fell He told me to go to you with the report, and ask for help."
Danuta led the way. She made us run.
"He did not bleed much," she kept saying. *Tt is dangerous, Aneri? He got it in his side. What do you thinkP
A priest was standing on the steps of the house. I recognized it as that of a monastery and a vocational school conducted by the Fathers. Many of our boys had taken courses in carpentry there. The priest led us upstairs
There, on a table, lay Sparrow. They had covered him with a sheet. His shirt, stained with small spots of blood, his grenades, his revolver and tis coat were laid out at his side.
I raised the sheet Sparrow's body was still warm, and death had not yet sharpened his features. There was a tiny red spot on the right side of his bare chest His eyes were closed. The priest had probably closed them. I bent over to kiss the forehead before I pulled the sheet over him again.
Danuta was sitting quietly on the floor, Sparrow's gun in her hands. I took the gun away from her. She did not protest. She got up and asked me to go with her. Sweeper nodded He understood.
I took Daauta to the cellar of our house She let me